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THE  BLIND  MAN'S  FEIEND. 

IN  a  great  city,  in  one  of  the  principal 
streets,  there  sat,  from  early  morning  till 
night,  a  blind  old  man,  and  with  him  the 
only  friend  that  he  had,  a  little  dog;  but  you 
would  not  soon  have  found  another  friend  so 
true  and  wise  as  that  little  dog  was. 

As  soon  as  a  rich  man  or  a  well-dressed 
woman  (the  little  dog  knew  very  well  how 
to  distinguish  them)  came  over  the  bridge  at 
the  end  of  the  street,  the  dog  jumped  up  and 
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pulled  his  master  gently  by  the  coat,  to  draw 
his  attention  to  the  person.  Then  the  blind 
man  held  out  his  hat,  and  said  some  words 
to  ask  for  a  gift,  and  the  person  who  was 
passing  by  often  gave  him  some  money.  But 
if  a  man  or  woman  poorly  dressed  came  over 
the  bridge,  the  little  dog  did  not  move,  for  he 
knew  from  experience  that  such  people  did 
not  give  any  thing. 

If  rude  boys  came  near  to  the  old  man  to 
make  sport  of  him,  or  take  away  his  money, 
then  the  little  friend  defended  his  master, 
and  growled,  and  barked,  and  bit,  so  that  the 
boys  in  the  streets  knew  what  to  expect  after 
they  had  tried  it  a  few  times,  and  learned 
not  to  trouble  again  the  little  Nero, — for 
that  was  his  name. 
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When  dinner  time  came,  the  blind  man 
would  take  out  a  little  piece  of  money  from 
his  pocket,  and  putting  it  into  Nero's  mouth, 
say  to  him,  "  Nero,  bring  the  dinner,"  and 
Nero  would  run  off  as  fast  as  he  could.  Be- 
fore long  he  would  come  back,  bringing  the 
dinner  in  a  little  basket ;  and  no  matter  how 
nicely  it  smelt  he  never  touched  it,  but 
waited  till  his  master  gave  him  a  piece. 

Often  the  people  would  stop  to  admire 
the  blind  man's  good  little  friend,  and  every- 
body would  have  been  glad  to  have  such  a 
one  himself. 

When  the  evening  came,  and  the*  blind 
man  must  go  home,  then  Nero  let  him  put  a 
cord  round  his  neck,  and  led  him  home  as 
1* 
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safely  as  if  he  had  been  a  man ;  and  if  a  cart 
or  a  carriage  came  along,  he  would  bark,  to 
warn  his  master  of  his  danger. 

At  last  the  blind  man  died,  and  Nero  was 
so  unhappy  that  he  refused  to  eat  or  drink 
any  thing;  and  in  a  little  while  he,  too, 
laid  down  and  died. 

Was  he  not  a  true  friend,  though  he  was 
only  a  dog  ? 


CUKIOSITY   PUNISHED. 

A  BAD  guest  had  found  his  way  into  Mr. 
Richards'  poultry  yard,  a  guest  who  would 
probably  carry  something  away  with  him. 
To  such  a  visitor  we  commonly  say,  "  Walk 
out  at  the  door;"  and  so  would  Mr.  Rich- 
ards have  done  long  ago,  only  sly  Reynard 
did  honor  to  his  title,  and  had  established 
himself  so  comfortably  and  quietly  at  the 
hen-house,  that  no  one  would  have  known  he 
was  there,  if  first  a  poor  hen,  then  a  pigeon, 
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then  a  chicken  or  two,  and  at  last  a  fine  fat 
goose  had  not,  one  by  one,  disappeared ;  for 
the  robber  had  such  a  sly  way  of  slipping 
out  of  sight  that  no  one  ever  saw  him. 

Mr.  Richards  did  not  like  it  much,  and  one 
day  he  complained  about  it  to  his  neighbor. 

"  Oh !  I  can  help  you,  sir ;  I  have  one  of 
the  very  best  of  fox-traps,  and  you  shall 
have  the  use  of  it ;  and  I'll  warrant  you  will 
soon  have  the  pleasure  of  making  Mr.  Rey- 
nard's acquaintance ;  only  you  must  warn 
the  children  not  to  meddle  with  it,  for  such 
a  trap  is  a  very  dangerous  thing  for  young 
folks  to  play  with." 

Mr.  Richards  thanked  him,  took  the  trap 
home,  and  showed  it  to  the  children,  telling 
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them  never  to  touch  it,  lest  they  should  be 
hurt.  Then  he  tied  a  dead  hen  upon  the 
trap,  and  when  evening  came  he  took  it  to 
the  poultry  yard,  after  all  the  fowls  had 
gone  to  roost. 

Among  all  Mr.  Richards'  children  none 
had  so  much  curiosity  as  Maurice.  He  had 
to  bear  a  good  deal  of  joking  about  it  from 
his  sisters,  who  said  that  his  ears  stood  out  in 
an  inquisitive  manner  on  his  head,  as  if  they 
were  trying  to  listen ;  but  this  time  he  had 
to  suffer  rather  severely  for  his  curiosity. 

The  trap  had  been  set  about  half  an  hour, 
and  it  became  quite  dark  out  of  doors,  when 
Maurice  began  to  wonder  whether  the  fox 
was  already  caught.  He  knew  that  the 
poultry  yard  was  not  yet  fastened,  so  he 
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slipped  out  of  the  room,  and  groped  his  way 
through  the  garden  towards  it.     It  was  so 
dark  that  he  could  scarcely  find  his  way. 
He  could  see  or  hear  nothing  of  the  fox,  and 
was  groping  his  way  back,  when  suddenly 
something  went  "  Klap !  Klap ! "  and  Mau- 
rice shrieked  so  loud  that  everybody  in  the 
house  heard,  and  ran  with  lamps  and  lan- 
terns to  the  hen-house,  expecting  to  find  Mr. 
Reynard  in  the  trap;   but  they  found   not 
the  robber  fox,  but  an  inquisitive  little  boy's 
foot,  in  a  blue  stocking  and  boot,  while  Mau- 
rice screamed  as  if  all  his  teeth  were  being 
pulled  out. 

In  the  dark  he  had  stepped  right  into  the 
trap,  which  sprang,  and  his  foot  was  caught 
and  held  fast  between  two  iron  hoops  with 
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sharp  teeth,  which  pinched  so  hard  that  they 
almost  took  the  flesh  off. 

His  father  helped  the  curious  little  fellow 
out  of  his  trouble,  and  sent  for  a  surgeon, 
who  bound  up  the  wound,  and  said  Maurice 
could  not  feel  thankful  enough  that  the  bone 
was  not  broken.  But  it  was  six  weeks 
before  he  could  run  about  again, — it  took  so 
long  for  his  foot  to  get  well;  and  in  that 
time  he  had  learned  a  pretty  hard,  though  a 
very  useful,  lesson. 

After  a  few  days  the  real  fox  was  caught. 
They  did  not  send  for  a  surgeon  to  him,  but 
shot  the  robber ;  and  of  his  fur  they  made  a 
nice  muff  for  little  Emmeline,  which  kept  her 
little  hands  warm  all  winter. 


THE  CLUCKING  HEN  WITH  HER 
CHICKENS. 

AUGUSTUS  and  Rosalie  had  the  care  of  the 
well-filled  poultry  yard,  and  in  the  morning, 
when  they  got  up,  their  first  work  was  to 
open  the  coops,  in  which  there  were  hens, 
ducks,  geese,  and  turkeys,  and  call  "cluck! 
cluck !  cluck ! "  to  gather  them  all  round  the 
basket,  and  then  feed  them  well  out  of  their 
little  hands. 

It  was  real  pleasure  to  see  the  yard  all 
covered  with  them,  gobbling,  and  clucking, 
and  crowing,  and  busily  picking  up  the  corn 
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that  was  thrown  about ;  and  when  Augustus 
did  not  throw  it  fast  enough,  flying  up  at  his 
basket  to  pick  it  up  out  of  that. 

Kosalie's  favorite  was  a  great  black  hen, 
which  had  the  prettiest  red  comb  on  her 
head  that  ever  was  seen ;  and  about  its  neck 
a  collar  of  golden  feathers,  that  made  it  look 
very  beautiful.  Everybody  admired  it;  and, 
besides,  it  laid  a  great  many  eggs,  distin- 
guished for  their  size.  But  Kosalie  loved 
this  hen  dearly,  because  it  was  so  tame  that 
when  she  called  it  it  would  fly  to  her  shoul- 
der, and  pick  the  corn  out  of  her  hand. 

But  this  black  hen  had  something  new  to 
interest  her,  for  she  had  carefully  brooded 
over  a  great  many  eggs,  till  now  she  marched 
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about  the  yard  with  a  whole  army  of  little 
chickens,  and  nothing  prettier  could  be  seen. 
Rosalie,  who  loved  her  black  pet  now  better 
than  ever,  called  her  with  "cluck!  cluck! 
cluck!"  to  give  her  some  crumbs  of  bread 
which  she  had  begged  from  her  mother ;  but 
the  only  hen  that  refused  to  come  at  her  call 
was  just  this  black  hen.  Instead  of  coming, 
she  called  her  little  chickens  far  away  from 
the  place  where  Rosalie  stood. 

"Oh!  the  ungrateful  thing!*"  said  Rosalie; 
it  used  to  be  so  tame,  and  now  it  will  not 
notice  me.  She  stooped  down  to  catch  one 
of  the  chickens,  but  could  not  succeed  very 
well,  for  the  hen  flew  at  her  with  a  loud 
cry,  and  not  only  struck  her  with  her  wings, 
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but  pecked  her  with  her  strong  sharp  beak, 
so  that  Rosalie  screamed,  and  ran  to  com- 
plain to  her  mother  of  the  ingratitude  of  her 
hen. 

"She  did  nothing  but  what  I  would  do  if 
I  thought  any  one  was  going  to  hurt  you  or 
your  brother,"  said  Rosalie's  mother.  "  God 
has  given  animals  the  tenderest  love  for  their 
young,  so  that  they  defend  them  even  if  they 
put  their  own  lives  in  danger.  So  you  must 
not  blame  your  hen,  but  rather  admire  God's 
wisdom  in  giving  her  such  love;  for  what 
would  children,  and  all  young  helpless  crea- 
tures do,  if  their  parents  loved  them  less  ?  " 

Rosalie  understood  this,  and  was  not  angry 
again  with  her  black  hen  because  she  loved 
her  own  children  so  well. 


THE  LEAF.       ^. 

JANE  had  a  habit  of  breaking  off  leaves 
and  flowers  as  she  went  through  the  garden, 
and  tearing  them  to  pieces,  and  scattering 
the  bits  all  along  the  pathway.  Her  mother 
spoke  to  her  of  this,  telling  her  it  was  a  bad 
habit.  "  But,"  said  Jane,  "  what  is  the  use 
of  such  a  little  mean  thing  as  a  leaf?  It 
might  as  well  be  destroyed  as  not." 

"  Do  you  call  a  leaf  mean  ? "  asked  her 
mother.  "  Why,  my  little  girl,  no  man,  if 
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he  study  ever  so  hard,  and  is  ever  so  skilful, 
can  make  any  tiling  half  so  beautiful  or  per- 
fect as  a  leaf." 

Jane  looked  as  if  she  did  not  understand ; 
but  a  few  days  after  her  mother  took  her  to 
a  friend's  house,  where  there  was  an  excel- 
lent little  contrivance  for  making  things  look 
larger  than  they  really  are,  called  a  micro- 
scope. This  friend  told  Jane  to  bring  a  leaf, 
which  he  put  under  the  microscope. 

How  astonished  Jane  was  at  the  wonder- 
ful things  she  saw !  What  a  beautiful  net- 
work of  veins  through  which  the  life-blood 
that  nourished  the  leaf  seemed  to  run ! 
What  fine  holes  through  which  it  threw 
off  part  of  the  sap !  The  friend  called 
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these  pores.  The  leaf  was  all  covered,  too, 
with  little  bristles,  and  still  finer  hairs,  as  if 
for  protection  and  clothing.  Jane  never 
again  called  a  leaf  a  "  mean  thing." 
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